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cabaret, or what is the "right" hotel to patron-
ise, but you will be able to tell them where De
Beauvoir Town is, and why; and how you found
Freezywater; and how you went to Cyprus.
You might be able to tell them more than I can;
you might be able to tell them where Fulham
Road ends.
Most people, when visiting London, see only
a minority aspect of its life. They spend their
time in the particular world into which they
happened to alight. They see historic London,
or architectural London, or fashionable London;
literary London or political London; and go
away thinking they have seen London. The
special is never typical, and whatever is most
talked about and clamours for attention should
always be suspected as unrepresentative. The
typical life of a city is seen not in its best features
or its worst; not in its highest or its lowest ranks,
or in its coteries. It is seen in the daily moods
and phases of its unexpressive streets and its un-
vocal millions. It is these that give it its rich and
abiding spirit, acr<5ss which the  changes of
fashion and the play of the minorities merely
flit; and it is these that you must see if you
would know that city. The best way to do this
is to go about by yourself. Lose yourself in
London. Take your lunch wherever you happen
to be at lunch-time, in any kind of cafe. Just be
in London, doing nothing that you would not